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less sleep. Down upon the bowed head of Geard of Glastonoury
fell Philip's electric light. Over his head the Stone Witch stared
at her morgue of petrified indecencies. Beneath his feet rolled
the swift, silent, metal-gleaming current of that water of Lethe.
Noon came upon those Somersetshire spring-meadows above his
sleeping-place, with their cuckoo flowers and marsh marigolds,
and gave place to an afternoon of rain-threatening cloud-racks
that gathered heavily upon the western horizon. But still Mr.
Geard slept. Several times he changed his position without awak-
ening, and at last his head and his shoulders actually did down
to the stalagmite base of the Stone Witch, and instinctively sought
there a smooth concavity against which to lie at rest.
The long cloudy afternoon of April Fool's day ebbed slowly
away. Those cloud-racks, gathering above the distant Welsh
mountains, grew more and more ominous. Long swaying arms,
outstretched hooked fingers, hooded shoulders, nodding plumes,
far-streaming tattered banners, huge-tilted swords and monstrous
axes, towered there over the Western Channel and neither ad-
vanced nor dispersed! In this portentous hovering and lingering
they resembled those spirits of the departed in the ancient British
Isles, of which Plutarch makes mention, quoting from the travel
ler Demetrius: "Demetrius further said, that of the islands
around Britain many were uninhabited. . . . He went to the is-
land which lay nearest to those uninhabited and found it occu-
pied by few inhabitants . . . who were, however, sacrosant and
inviolable in the eyes of the Britons. Soon after his arrival a
great disturbance of the atmosphere took place, accompanied by
many portents, by the winds bursting forth into hurricanes and
by fiery bolts falling. When it was over, the islanders said that
some one of the mighty had passed away . . . moreover there is
there, they said, an island in which Cronos is imprisoned, with
Briareus keeping guard over him as he sleeps, for, as they put it,
sleep is the bond forged for Cronos. They add that around him
are many deities, his henchmen and attendants."
And when that threatened and menaced day drew to a close at
last, if Will Zoyland before turning ofi the electric light had
decided to take a stroll down these passages and had got as far as
the edge of the subterranean water he would have been astonished